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Break this shit up! 
phony militants 
get your hands 
out of Tom’s asshole and 
clean your own first. 


by lekyna Teryga Vangani 


What’s said now 
once said before 
now said again - 
bound to a responsibility 
once absent 
now existing - 
untouched 
To have talked with you 
resembles a long relationship 
where we made love in the 
presence of the whole world looking on. 
You speak of others and 
my desire is to love 
the part of you in them. 
| must say that which is said 
once said, 
now said again; 
my peace is that ease and comfort 
teleplaying a Black Man’s 
production and reconstruction ofa 
historical blindness; 
| am the hurt one, 
the helpless one 
now 
the hated one. 


A. Burtina Glenn 


Rechained 


You 
chains 
regained 
You look back through the eyes of the Ghetto 
through the eyes of the embodied 
Black King of life 
through the eyes of the enslaved 
young man who opened my eyes to 
the crystal glass window of truth 
Chaotic was our growth. 
They— 
phony 
bulling in their shit 
Now killing you 
They — 
the defiers 
the bigots 
the killers 
They — 
dead to reality 
Dead 
A. Burtina Glenn 


Claude Ferguson 


Untitled 


He approaches it 
Dark it is; Dark, Dark, Black! 
Strange tho’ it may appear he continues. 
No thought of retreat - he must conquer the 
Black Forest, He must! Stiffness engulfs him; 

The closer his challenge, the stiffer he becomes 

the forest will not yield - it must yield! 

Frustration begins to tear at his body, bit by bit - it 
must yield! 

Oh, my master, it’s yielding! The Blackness recedes 
he can see its wet, moist inviting interior. 
There’s no turning back, no turning back. 
He enters. Quickly the Forest encompasses 
Him - Ah, sweet torment. 
He tumbles, rolls, groans, and seeks release 
as the Forest walls send him surging thru 
unknown corners. ‘'1,2,3,4, - oh, | can’t 
count the times it tosses me about - 10 - 10 - 10- 
oh Ten! Ten!”’ 
The Forest released its grip. He slipped out. 
Released! 


Brenda McLeod 


TOAST 


How many nothings will tomorrow bring? 

| ask, although | am not that concerned; 

| may be frozen, or | may be burned 

By winter’s ice, or the warm sun of spring 
How many things will have meaning for me 
On that future date when | no longer 

Exist? Will | thirst, or will | know my hunger 
When this empty shell is no longer me? 
How much of my understanding will | 

Have when | dwell in fires and long for rain: 
Or if | float in cloudless skies, my brain 

On a tremendous Supernat’ral high? 

And what if tomorrow never shows up? 

I’I| hide my pleasure in the present’s cup. 


Gregor Hannibal 


Warped souls, 
half painted hearts 
and 
my man 
stolen 
by the oppressed hands, 
dying like rotten sand pebbles, 
standing and multiplying the germ seed, 
THEY — 
lost forever on some filthy bed, 
by-passing the body which waited to fill an empty child’s stomach 
The novel climaxes with 
you and me 
miles apart and waiting to be properly introduced. 


Lekyna Teryga Vangani 


Dora Hinson 


Trapped in a world of my own imagination 
Attacked by a monster of my own creation 
and killed by the thought 

For only in death 

Can one escape himself. 


Alvin Rush 
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Claude Ferguson 


a wooden sun shines 

on our path — 

the damp dwellings 

never felt warmth 

humiliation overflows our bowls 

endless designs captivate depraved Matter 
some hidden truths go before us 

like mud speckled with Fool’s gold 

not knowing if we, or they are real 

like fish we beg to be captured 

even manufactured toys must know their fate. 
our existence we profess to know 

Chains, Slavery, Chains 

what words are they? 

our life, our past, our future, if we stay? 


John Brewer 


NETS nS ee acenaneees 


lvey Hayes 


Reflection of Madness — To Tricky Dick 


I 
the truth of mankind hangs limply 
in the streets of Babylon, a forgotten tale creeps 
blood purges smiles 
alley cats listen 
nature’s absence rapes 
screaming needs 
Whatever drags the ocean’s depths 
carries the answer for us all 
the lions of history seem like an 
immense dream of chosen air 
never to stop the endless sea 
of life’s albatrosses 
dropping forever dropping 
in on mother stark’s thing 
twisting a well dressed fancy 
a simple stroke of irony 
while you pollute the air 
creation of inaudible sounds 
tickling the sky in time with 
bloodsucker’s toes 
trampling peons pendency 
leaving drunken eyeballs of a crucifix rhythm 
with the devil’s tune 


John Brewer 
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William O’Farrow 


Ode To La Luna 


There, amid the ambience 

of Bonwit Teller, 

the elite citadel for the ladies who seek clothes 
with prices that could send one on a round trip 
to the Orient. 


There, while waiting for the colorless 

director-of-elevator traffic to show me 

to the seventh floor carrier; 

there, surrounded by middle-aged, middle-classed, nondescript 
white ladies adorned in whatever the latest was 

and two homosexuals flinging their Braniff flight bags 

over their shoulders, 

there while waiting for this Madison Avenue type to direct me; 


There, strolling in off Fifth Avenue and the Plaza through 
the revolving doors... 


That sensational being! 


In her savage Russian snow lynx coat thrown over nearly 
all that six feet of supra body- 


Her size ten Charles Jordan shoes anchored to ankles 
which supported a pair of legs which surpass those 
of a gazelle in near perfection; 


Her loose dark hair sensually draping those chiseled 
cheekbones, her total visage, bold mouth, beaked nose 
and luminous eyes draped with voluminous lids; 


The mere translucent brillance of her natural bronzed 
skin capturing the mauves, greys, and greens of this 
temple of extravagance. 


There, mesmerizing me and those fabricated elegantines 
by her mere presence, 


And after having seen her blown-up image all over the 
glossies of Bazaar; there, 


She stood. 


A black being who was... who... 
asserting through her beauty that blackis... 
massive, monumental, majestic, momentous; 


Saying by her mere attitude of indifference to all those 
gaping fabrications; and her supera-real body that blackis... 
massive, monumental, majestic, of the moment! 


Creating her own ambience; there, 
stood La Luna, 


DONYALE LUNA. 
by Andre Talley 


John Biggers 


HIS TRUTH STOOD BLIND 


Never knowing you 

was a great comfort. 
Your voice gestured 
mass quantities of 
blackness and of the 
revolutionary spirit. 

You stood like an 
irresistable black 

prince seeking to 
reverse the present 
situation. | believed - 
that blackness formed 
the vast magnitude of 
your thoughts but | 

was wrong. A body 
enclosed within a 

black soluble 
composition and with 
expressions of the 
ability to love in 

every muscle and in 
every movement, you 
developed before me the 
strange surprise of a 
white menace. | hate 
you. Your essay displays 
a reference coated with 
black soul but releasing 
an undertone of whiteness. 
You stand blind of your truth. 


A. Burtina Glenn 


nt 
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Fife 


Ivey Hayes 


Observation 


Winter’s refuse is lying in 
Mangy heaps on the ground. 
Musty brown leaves, broken glass, 
And fallen branches lie in disarray 
On the frozen turf, interspersed here 
And there by little piles of burst 
Acorns and crumpled cigarette packs. 
The wind often whips this trash into 
The corners where buildings stand, 
And leaves it to rot as the seasons 
Change again. 

Gregor Hannibal 
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William O’Farrow 


The Place | Once Knew 


The happy moments of the Ghetto, 
little boys we were, but men in our own 
way. Papa had no money only liquor he had 
often. Mama makes biscuits. They were 
cakes to us. 


No kites, guns or store bought bikes. 
Only home-made flyeagles, sticks and ingenious 
riding vehicles. 


Oh! What fun there was to have nothing. 
Adventurous we were! 

Life was hard but we were too young to 
let life kill our fun. 


Now I’m grown, long since we moved 
from my cherished home. | go quite often 
to look and recapature our old happy tones. 


But most of the people have changed. 
Life has caught up with their happy games. 


| feel lost but joyful. Because those 
old buildings shall keep those carefree songs. 
But | can only wonder why can’t the 
grown-up world sing with their unimportant 
problems? 
Frank Simmers 


My Epoch 


As time moved on | grew 

With the help of wisdom 

To produce my epoch; 

The Epoch of my identity 

A release unified with my 

material part and my soul 
Dora Hinson 


Simplicity 


Silken spiderwebs of sunshine 
Burst into brilliant rainbows 
Through dampened lashes... 
A day’s beauty is never wasted 
On paper-doll people. 

Gregor Hannibal 


My Mind Pretends 


When | am not 
Looking, birds sometimes 
Pretend to be flying. 
And when | turn 
My ears to songs of 
Nature, they seem 
To fade away. 

Well, | was out for 
A walk one night and, 
When | was not looking 
| thought | heard 
The sound of a snake 
Which was gliding by, 

But it was dead. 
| heard my mind 
Pretend to be listening. . . 

Sheila M. Parrish 


Somewhere in the neon jungle 

A flower strives for existence 

Nourished by the sewers and conned 

People walk by .. . and take no note 

They laugh at the conception of the flower’s being 
But it’s there... and its roots are going to crumple 


THIS BULLSHIT WORLD! 


In a sewer a child was conceived 
Fed by hate 
Taught revolution 
Striving for a circle 
Jumping up to the ground 
Crying too poor to shed tears 
George E. Weaver 


STOLEN WORDS FROM AN OLD BLIND MAN 


sho’ can remember old times - 
for five dollars you could buy 
more groceries than you could carry... 
fat back by the pound 
mo-lasses by the barrel 
flour by the sack 
and a heap of candy for 
a nickel. 
ain’t got no sense but i got plenty memories. 
i can see you 
just as good from behind me 
as i can from the front of me 
so don’t bring me nothing but yourself - 
i’m blind. 
Wm. H. Gay, Jr. 


Intruder No. 3 


Iced white baptism gown perpetuates 
a blind future; 
there is the call of a small native 
giving warning and returning 
the stolen jewels 
(the ruby 
the blood supply for the battle 
the topaz 
the supply of arms for the change) 
From the sea one black precious 
beauty arrives to plant itself in 
the core of slaves. 
Rhythmic awakening find 
shaded gowns of blacks. 
The mystery unfolds to me 
all Battle 
anda 
clear future. 
Angela, Burtina Glenn 


Winston Kennedy 


Basically 
the beat is your presence 
the attempt to avoid the sagging old skin from 
an act previously attacked through a cancerous wound 
| long to hate in order that the injury induced from within, 
may heal and no longer feel the pain of your love; 
germs 
more germs 
chaos 
more chaos 
and my confession will form the basic beat for your 
destruction of me 
| will then rest, bury your life’s resume under the microscope 
and magnify the hopes of each day to twice the size of 
my DEATH, 
maybe your writing will continuously drown in any abyss of 
dusty shelve references, forgotten because of the short time 
and because of the generalization our unlived lives 
made of the ungranted chances. 
Heart pounding beats 
echoing the basic beat 
The beat-dying 
The beat-dying 
The beat-dead 
The affair is over. WHAT FUN! 
by Lekyna Teryga Vangani 


the hunger i have seen 


when my eyes were young 
hunger to learn, breathe, 
and find my own image 
like ripples of a pond’s surface 
my body matured 
mind together 
ladder of success thrust before me 
climbing-looking-seeing 
voices of sin, summon my soul 
a sea of beautiful people. 
my conscience purges a soulful fiber 
faces incognito 
feeding on a mountain of habits 
a line of gray vision 
plunging into a continent of disruption 
biafra hanging limply 
like a tapeworm in heat 
torn between the whirpool of survivai 
wearing a hole in the black pocket of humanity 
mother america planting her seed 
mr. clean awaiting his chance 
and all of the drunken nights of belching 
poor black feet weeping — all pissing 
on broadway’s learning tree 
julia melted on an ice pack—sold out to a dream 
never claiming to know 
while the peace corps do their thing 
rotten forever rotten 

all for the sake of civil lie satan. 

John Brewer 


Insight 


We met and 

my self knew he was really 

aman 

A man that | think | could 

make a world 

Give him back life, love. 

Perhaps sparks with happiness 
would escape his manly castle 

To sift his pain 

Sou!-glad him with me 

An angle that could live in his spirit 
A spark that can keep him moving 
My life embraced to him as a 
substance of his dreams 

the fruitful nature of his soul 

the bearer of his babies. 


by Dora Hinson 


Education 


Negro teachers 

like preachers 

give us 

daily features 

out of their lives 

and the past 

never relating 

but always crusading 

ideas that have come and past 

Then without deliberation 

we copy their dictations 

and hope 

that these facts 

we can grasp 

Then one day when we’ve got our B.A. 
We see the real world at last 

and withdraw in contemplation 

at the real life situation 

and say ‘‘the world is just moving too fast”’. 


by Alvin Rush 


Dew kisses from moist protruded 
lips 

slices 
my neck into cubes of shock and soothes 
my breast into overblown vacuums 
Egotist rod of lightning that would 
forever dwell in my rich warm shelter 
for unionated satisfaction. 
Always 

| stopped or should | say 
locked that hot alien out. . . Out 
into 
the cold until it drew up and died. 
vibrations embrace my body but 
you never understand. 
| offer you my soul of love, my life, but you offer me 
your semen. 
| offer you a rope of liberation 
you poison my lips 
with kisses. 
Dora Hinson 


